CHAPTER II
THE flat was one of a block in Battersea. There was
a yard at the back with lilac bushes, privet hedges and
the exposed entrails of the little wooden goods lift that
ran, up to the various floors. My stepfather, soon to
depart for Palestine as a lorry-driver for the R.A.M.C,
insisted that I ought to be packed off to a strict boarding
school to have the nonsense knocked out of me, for
though circumstances had made me solitary, I was wil-
ful and headstrong. My mother replied that if I went
I would only come back a horrid little snob, This was
her most heartfelt term of abuse, for though she was
now by no means outside the respectable world, she
could not free herself froin feeling the imagined wry
looks of those who had never strayed from it. If my
stepfather had gained his point, I might not be where
I am to-day. As it was I went, eager for the adventure
from which I had so far been cut off, to a succession of
London day schools where the liveliest company was
often the lowest.
With Stalling away, my mother and I became
better friends. "We went to the theatre together: I
remember liking The Blue Bird and The Immortal
Hour, though I never cared for pantomimes. She
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